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It had been a few hours since Bart had come home, having ran away after 
spoiling thanksgiving for everyone. 


As Marge tucked her son into bed, Bart realized he couldn’t leave the day 
behind just yet, the wounds had been sealed, but they hadn’t fully healed. There 
was unfinished business. 


“Mom?” 

“What is it sweetie?” Marge asked. 

“| really tore Lisa up inside huh?” Bart said. 

“You healed her heart in the end, as | knew you would” Marge reassured him. 


“Yeah...but...1 sawthe state she was in before | met her on the roof, she seemed 
so lost, like she had planned out her whole future without me in it, and it was 
destroying her. Forgiving me for what | did to her thanksgiving project took 
some meatballs” 


“She’s your sister dear, she /oves you” 


“| guess...but....when she forgave me, when | held her, and she pecked me on 
the cheek a good few dozen times with those rose scented kisses, | realized 
something else...and now I’m not sure what to do about it. | need to see her 
Mom, | need to be sure” 


Marge frowned; she gripped her son’s hand tightly. 


“Oh Bart, my special little guy, this is something | can’t help you with. It’s a 
choice you have to make on your own. Whatever you decide, you must take 
Lisa’s feelings into consideration too. She may be younger than you; but she’s 
much wiser, in the sense that she knows things that you don’t. Listening to her 
heart the way she did tonight gave her the most peace I|’ve seen from her in 
months. You did that Bart, your soul belongs to her, and hers with you” 


“Wow, her soul is mine. I’m like that immortal in those Acclaim games” Bart 
replied, his more devilish side seizing the opportunity to make light of this most 
complex of situations. 


Marge rolled her eyes. 
“Don’t let all this go to your head sweetums” she said. 


Bart giggled, then permitted his mind to gnaw a bit more on some of his 
mother's comments from earlier. 


“Mom, what do you mean she knows things | don’t know? I’m the older brother, 
I’m much more worldly than her” 


“Bart, you know less about your world than you realize...you see...you’re not her 
brother” 


“What are you talking about? Of course | am. Aren’t |?” 

“| don’t know how to tell you this, but you’re adopted” 

Bart’s throat felt dry. 

“But we have photos! You’re pregnant! With me, well before Lisa was ever born’ 


“We were pregnant yes, but, oh sweetie, he was stillborn. | was devastated, we 
had to pay a visit, both for and to, Doctor Marvin Munroe’s hypnotherapist 
practice so he could alter our memories, it was a successful session, for years 
we were conditioned to think you were our own flesh and blood...and we spent 
many happy years living the lie...and then it all wore off...but by then, the scars 
left from our loss had fully healed and we convinced ourselves it was time to 
give it another go, so we conceived our little Lisa” 


“Who were my real parents then?” Bart asked. 


“| swore your mother to secrecy, I'll take it to either my grave or hers, though 
given how much she smokes, | expect it’ll be her before me” 


“Already putting two and two together here Mom” Bart replied, resigned to the 
realization of his origin. 


“My point is...even at that infant age, you were Lisa’s entire world, the first word 
she ever spoke was yours, your name was her inaugural verbal footprint, she 
can’t forget what you are to her, and it kills her to hide how she feels. | had to 
tell you the truth Bart, why do you think she relies on the rhythm and blues so 
much? She yeans for the company of a kindred spirit, a conflicted soul, so she 
turns to what remedies them. You have the knowledge now Bart, I'll open the 
door, but it’s up to you whether or not to step through it” 


She pulled back the covers and allowed Bart’s feet to spring to his feet and nest 
on the floor. He hurried out of his bedroom and sprinted towards Lisa’s own. As 
he reached it, he noticed the door was left partially open, he slid it back and let 
himself in. He found Lisa was still up. 


“Hey” he said. 
“You couldn’t sleep either huh?” Lisa asked, staring at her sombre reflection. 


“| couldn’t without seeing you one more time tonight. | still feel awful over what 
| did” 


Lisa turned around. 
“A sister’s embrace wasn’t enough to hold back your tide of tears?” she asked. 


“It was more than that Lisa, | feel awful now because...whatever you did for me 
on that roof....it worked. You forgave me, and it was in a way we’ve never quite 
conveyed before, we became much closer, connected a lot more deeply. Mom 
told me things, and I’m so confused over what | mean to you. | feel awful 
because | can’t see you any differently now. The world doesn’t make sense to 
me anymore Lisa, once you were my sister and now all this, this...this....” 


Lisa got out of her chair, her frown had turned again to a smile, she gently 
pressed her hands on her brother’s shoulder, she spotted Marge standing just 
outside the door, nodding approvingly. 


Lisa winked at her and turned her attention back towards Bart, she gently 
pressed her lips on his and then on his forehead, and whispered sweetly into his 
ear. 


“.... This is the best year of your entire life” Lisa said, “Happy thanksgiving” 


Edna lit up another of her cigarettes as she ticked down the minutes to the end 
of happy hour in the teacher’s lounge. 


She was spread on the couch, staring upwards at the ceiling lamp as it flickered. 


Ms. Hoover was chatting away to her, discussing the latest mundane upheavals 
in her life, such as recently coming to her line dancing classes the other day, 
straight after work, only to find the maintenance man had failed to show up to 
open the doors to the building and check the heating. It left them standing just 
as the cold uninviting winds picked up and caused them all to shudder for 
hours. 


Edna could barely concentrate on what Hoover was saying, she had sought a 
release from the everyday grind, she didn’t want a reminder the grind is never 
ceasing. 


But there was seldom room in her life for release. There was always a 
continuous obstacle to overcome. 


And, as Principal Skinner walked into the room, always something unruly to 
confront head on. 


“Edna, you need to head back to class” he said. 
“Forty minutes left on the clock Seymour” Edna noted. 


“This can’t wait Edna, a student’s forsaken lunch break and is in attendance, he 
needs to see you, it’s urgent’ 


“Which one?” asked Edna. 
“Guess” Skinner spoke with seminal sarcasm. 


Edna sensed urgency in his voice, who it was that awaited her, was obvious, but 
something felt different about their regular dealings this time, something 
seismic. 


She got off of the couch, put on her shoes, and exited the lounge, making her 
way down to the hall way. 


“God help her” said Seymour. 
Hoover wanted to ask something of Seymour. 


“Skinner, | have to ask....the rumours, about those letters sent to Edna, are they 
from who | think they’re from?” 


“Right now, | don’t know what to think....just, keep an eye out for Lisa Simpson, 
don’t allow her to get distracted today, we’ve got enough gossip spreading 
about thanksgiving night as it is” 


Hoover wanted to be a friend to Edna and accompany her to the classroom, but 
if the rumours were true, she, at least for now, rationalized that it was best to 
stay out of her way. 


But she didn't know how long she could resist that belief...not when students 
under her care were at risk too. 


There was quite a storm brewing at Springfield Elementary. It was only a matter 
of time before they were all caught up in it. 


Edna stood outside her classroom door, she peered inside, saw someone seated 
at their desk, recognised who it was, sighed, took a deep breath, and entered. 


“Hello Bart” she said, sternly. 
“Gotta admire my attentiveness for once, right Mrs. K?” 


“What on Earth is so important that you’d deprive me of happy hour?” Edna 
inquired in her usual cynically dour and resigned tone of voice. 


“Family is what’s important to me right now” 


“Ha! Oh Bart, I’m not going to bring up what a softie you really are, we all heard 
about what happened on the roof with your sister. Jimbo and Laura spotted you 
on their way back from the movies. You needn’t worry about your reputation; all 
the girls in the school think you’re a real Prince Charming now, ready to sweep 
them off their feet” 


“That’s only half the story, the other half is nobody else’s business...’cept for 
you and me” Bart said. 


“What on Earth do you mean?” 
Bart got up and made his way to the board, he picked up a piece of chalk. 


“I’m seeing someone now. I...don’t have all the answers as to why, it just came 
over me that night, | don’t know where I’m from, | don’t know what | am, all | 
have a hunch, a suspicion. | told Skinner about it...he fetched you, now | have a 
question to go along with that hunch, | think you know where I’m going with 
this” 


“I’m afraid | don’t” said Edna 
“No, you’re just afra/d’ said Bart. 


“Bart, enough with these riddles, if l’ve taught you anything that matters, it’s to 
make your point abundantly c/ear 


Bart finished writing the same line repeatedly on the black board. 
“This clear enough for you?” 

Edna read the lines, her eyes widened, her hands trembled. 
Where’s Dad....Mom? it read. 


Edna took a seat at her desk; she pressed her right hand on her forehead, 
checking for a temperature. 


Her mind raced with a thousand and one ways she could determine a way out of 
this. 


Denials, an emergency parents/teacher conference, a recommendation of Bart 
to a therapist, a half-hearted attempt at explaining all students think of their 
teachers as their mothers at some point. 


But there was inevitability to this she couldn’t avoid, her memories were all too 
clear, and Bart could tell from her reactions h that his theory had been verified. 


“Your mother told you...didn’t she? My god Bart, this must be so awful...just 
what on Earth compelled her to tell you?"” 


“The other half of the story” interrupted Ms. Hoover, having overcome her 
uncertainty from earlier. 


“Liz? What does this have to do with you?” Edna asked. 
“This concerns Lisa too” Hoover revealed. 
"Does it now?" Edna said. 


Hoover stared back at Bart, she knelt down, and put her arms around his 
shoulders. 


"It’s my job here to put two and together Bart...what happened at Thanksgiving, 
after the roof...you realized you /ike-/iked Lisa didn’t you? And your mother, she 
knew you must have felt that was wrong, so she finally told you...that you 
weren't from their end of the family, she had no choice” 


Bart shed a few tears, the emotional weight of the last few hours had left him 
emotionally compromised and visibly shaking. He stared back at Edna. 


“I’m scared Mom” he said. 
“Oh you poor thing, come here” Edna said, beckoning Bart over with a gesture.. 


He threw himself into Edna’s arms as she too began to break down. Even Ms. 
Hoover got emotional. 


Bart smirked as the embrace continued; he let out a wry and wicked giggle. 
“What are you thinking?” Edna asked. 


“Just thinking about all the times we’ve been....close...in the worst ways 
imaginable.” 


“Guess | was always your best punch line Woodrow” 


Bart swiftly disengaged from Edna. 


“You knew?” 


“Word of advice son....when sending me your best pick up lines, try changing 
your handwriting” 


“Edna, | think you need to show him the letters” 

“Are you sure about that?” Edna asked. 

“Well, | already know, I’m the one who wrote them” Bart added. 

“No, | meant the letters Edna's been receiving lately. You need to know” 
“Letters from who?” Bart asked. 

“Your father Bart” Hoover revealed. 


Bart turned back to Edna; she got up, went to her desk, opened the drawer, and 
produced the letters, handing them to him. 


Bart was impressed, as he noticed the correspondence all linked back to 
Springfield penitentiary. 


“You've been jazzing with a jailbird? Who is he?” 


“Guess” Edna spoke with the same seminal sarcasm that matched Skinners’ 
earlier. 


Bart got the message all too clear, Edna trusted her son’s instincts, she knew he 
would read into what she said and deduce things correctly. 


Bart’s heart sank as he read the letters and recognised the curved handwriting. 


Why , oh why, couldn’t it have been Snake? 


“...Sideshow Bob” Lisa uttered as she stared at the clippings in the photo album, 
which harkened back to her and Bart’s earlier and much s/mp/er days catching 
crooks and gaining fleeting moments of national recognition. 


“Small timer looking for a bigger break, good thing those big shoes of his filled 
his prison boots” Bart replied. 


“We couldn’t get any decent colour photos in this album?” Lisa complained. 
“Hey, a little consideration for newsprint clippings Sis, they’re a dying medium” 


“Bart, I’m an advocate for the preservation of trees, |’m not going to mourn 
newspapers when they’re abolished” 


“Always giving trees a hug for solace more so than your own brother” Bart joked. 
Lisa gave him a tense smile. 


“Are you absolutely certain your real dad is where you think he is? Who you 
think he is?” 


“The letters sent to Mama K check out” Bart revealed, “They go into broader 
detail about what a mistake it was that Edna and him were ever together, just 
looking for solace in between relationships...” 


“He seems to think you ruined her life before you ever did his” Lisa remarked. 
“Tell it to her heart Lisa, is it ever really love, or is it just a game?” Bart joked. 


“Why do you assume | know nothing about Taylor Dayne records?” Lisa dryly 
responded. 


Bart gave her shoulder an elbow nudge and continued to browse the album, 
feeling quite melancholy at the sight of Krusty and him, the former with a look 
of unparalleled, and now all too rare, relief and gratitude on his features. 


“It was so easy back then huh Lis? Krusty wasn’t so damaged as he often is 
around us kids; he still had respect for his fans” 


“’m certain he still remembers you Bart” 
“Then maybe we ought to call in a favour” 
“What do you mean Bart?” 


“Krusty’s got a PBS comedy special over at the prison tomorrow, if we get in 
touch, we can arrange to be part of the audience” 


“Bart, the audience will be convicted criminals” 


“And that’s just where the Springfield Elementary ‘Scared Spitless’ programme 
comes in, we’ll just volunteer for it and we’ll be shipped off there for a 
customary tour and have the fear of god put into us, all while | have a biblical 
sort of reckoning with dear old dad” 


“Bart, | want you to be careful about this. That prison is full of characters, there 
is no grey are here, there are people, your father included, who will kill you if 
you even look at them the wrong way” Lisa cautioned. 


“Oh will you chill?” Bart said, snipping at her. 


“How can | keep cool about this? How can you? You’re not just my brother 
anymore Bart, Thanksgiving changed a//of us, Mom’s looking the other way, but 
| can tell she’s been on the retreat lately, she’s starting to wonder if telling you 
that you were adopted was right for the family” 


“It sure made you happy; you’ve been itching to act on how you really feel since 
you spoke your first word” 


“It’s not like | want to feel embarrassed by it, but you seem to be making a big 
point of it being so. Imagine if the school found out. You think you have it bad 
with me? What about Sherri and Terri? What’ll they do for sport?” 


“They can always make memes out of Milhouse” Bart jokingly suggested. 
“Oh him? He’s always half-way through the looking glass” Lisa countered. 


“Yeah, literally, because Nelson likes to press him against the windows on lunch 
breaks” Bart continued. 


The two laughed. 


“See?” Lisa said, “Look at us shooting the breeze about old adventures, silly 
friends and lovesick girls. We can still be who we were before all this craziness” 


“You’re right, we’re buds, two peas in a pistol, and our folk’s best be careful 
with how they aim, because now we’re just a little more dangerous” 


“Way to go Bart” Lisa said, giving Bart a high five. 
“Feel better?” she asked. 

“Yeah, | guess” Bart said. 

Lisa leaned in and kissed him on the lips. 

“How do you feel nov?” 


“Nice....but...who are we kidding? I’m much too young for this” he said, resigned 
to the slower path. 


“Me too” Lisa admitted. 


“| mean....regardless of how it is with us now, you’re still a girl, a dork, and boys 
my age? We’re still putting on our best brand of cootie repellent” 


“We have a reputation to think of, the pair of us, you as the scamp, and me as 
the bookworm. | think we just need some space in our lives to be that, to be 
family, to be rivals, to be, and | hate to say it...” 


“...So let me. Friends” Bart said. 
“You always were more at home with some distance between us” 


“Part of having the kingdom to myself for so long, you’re still an intruder little 
Lisa” Bart said. 


“Just promise me something” Lisa said. 


“Name it” 


“Wait for me? ‘Till we’re older | mean...” 
“Just as you promise to be happy while | wait” Bart asked. 
“What does that mean?” Lisa said, suddenly a little annoyed. 


“Aye carumba Lis, | don’t know, just...play the field a little....come out of that 
shell, don’t keep hiding in it” 


“But what if | fall in love?” 
“You won’t lose me. Ever. I’m still family, | always will be” 


“Bart, relationships matterto me. | can’t invest in someone else’s heart while it 
beats for another” 


“Surely a woman of culture like yourself knows how harems work Lisa” Bart said, 
knowing exactly which buttons to push. 


“Oh, you’re impossible” Lisa said, folding her arms. 
“Made you so mad, you won’t talk to me for an hour?” 
“Give me ten bucks and I'll make it two” 

“Promise?” 

“Pinkie promise” 

Bart handed her ten dollars from his pocket, Lisa smiled. 
“So, what now Sis?” 

“How about we get closure on your dad?” Lisa said. 
"Hey, you're still talking! You made a pinkie promise" 
"Crossed my fingers, lucky you" 


“Gross” Bart said, smiling and not showing one jot of a repulsive expression. 


As Lisa left the room, Homer waltzed past her. 

“Good morning Dad” 

“Morning honey” 

Homer spotted Bart. 

Bart waved the ten bucks in front of Homer’s face. 

“Ten for your thoughts Dad...” 

“And gas for the car” Homer replied, and took the note in his hand. 


“Dad, is Mom Ok? Lisa was telling me things....1 haven’t talked to her much since 
that night, | got so caught up in what Lisa’s doing, learning all about my real 
mom...| haven’t even bothered to check if you’re ok with me working out how to 
best confront my own dad” 


“Well, | suppose now you know the subliminal reason you always called me 
Homer...a part of me always sensed | wasn’t truly a part of your life” 


“That’s not true Dad, you were always there, sure | disrespected you, but what 
loving son doesn’t to their well-intentioned parents? Its part of asserting our 
own authority, it builds character, shows we won’t take smack from those doing 
the spanking...” 


“Or throttling” Homer remarked. 
Bart gave him a dour look. He didn’t see the funny side. 


“Yeah, maybe refrain from doing that, | got a feeling you think you get away 
with this because it’s easy to remember I’m not your own flesh and blood, you’d 
never do it to Lisa” 


“You know dads don’t approve much of their daughter’s boyfriends either” 
Homer half-heartedly joked. 


“You don’t have to worry about that Homer, we’ll both move on and forget it 
ever happened” 


“| don’t think Lisa will ever forget” Homer said. 

“Yeah, | reckon so, but she’s gonna have to adjust, you know?” 
“Will you?” Homer asked. 

“’ll manage” 


Homer twiddled his fingers with trepidation, and sat beside Bart, sighing, he put 
one hand on his foster son’s shoulder. 


“Son, what happened with your mother...it wasn’t hypno therapy; it was what we 
all went through together during that family crisis years back. It was shock 
therapy. On a much bigger scale” 


“Why didn’t she just come out and say that?” Bart asked with more heightened 
emotion, fraught with concern for his mother’s well-being. 


“You know how mothers are son...they think the whole world is caving in if we 
step on the tiniest crumb in the kitchen...things like that are more a shock to 
their system than the everyday things you and take for granted, like clogging 
the toilet, stalling the car, and fixing the pipes” 


“Homer, we never fix the pipes ourselves, we always get someone in to do it” 


“Let me finish boy...clogging the toilet, stalling the car, fixing the pipes, and 
taking the credit” 


Bart grinned. 
“Gotcha” 


“Bart, just So we’re sure, | want you to look at me, really look at me, who do you 
think you are in my eyes? What’s the first thought that comes to you?” 


“Simple Homer. I'm staring half way through the looking glass, like a lot of kids 
my age, but that's to be expected, I’m just the boy” 


“You’re wise beyond your years” Homer said, kissing Bart on the forehead, 
before springing to his feet and heading out the door. 


“Homer?” Bart asked. 
“Yeah boy?” 
“This thing with Lisa...are we being stupid? Am | stupid?” 


“No dear, you’re not. Never tell yourself that you are” Marge said as she came 
into Bart’s room, Lisa standing outside, leaning on the door. 


Bart embraced his mother, his true mother, the one who had nursed him 
through hell and health, who taught him the fundamentals of right even as he 
did wrong. 


Lisa winked at him. 


A day had passed, and already the most demanding question any aspiring child 
asks themselves was imposing itself amongst the two awakening siblings. 


That question being... 
...Will you ever make up your mind? 


Bart had went to bed with the promise of a lifetime to come, that he’d spend the 
currency of his youth free and easy, his beloved sister making many a man in 
her life happy, and not be so fraught with concern over whether or not they 
would grow apart. 


Today, he awoke to find the wait had begun, and it was as if an anchor had been 
dropped to bind a ship to harbour. 


Today was not just the fated session at Springfield penitentiary as part of the 
afternoon ‘Scared Spitless’ programme, today was also a scheduled dentists 
appointment, an hour free of school, an hour away from what would doubtlessly 
be the unrelenting grind of cat calls and teasing from those who insisted on 
hounding him, possibly even from those who insisted on befriended him. 


It was like walking through the fog in an uninviting sector of London in a crime 
and horror fantasy...you can’t see quite far ahead of you, and when the mists 
finally clear, there lurked all manner of monsters. 


It was the monstrous that Bart feared, the ones that crept into his perfect dream 
of yesterday and entertained themselves of his continuous torture at the dawn 
of tomorrow. It was easy to conjure forth the concepts of discipline, resolve, 
maturity, but in his world all these and more were forever fleeting flights of 
fancy. 


Now he had to deal with the consequences, and he would much rather have his 
teeth face judgment before a dentist than he before the angels in his Eden. 


He chose to forsake the morning rituals of breakfast, if Lisa wished him good 

luck today, he would ignore her. He would hate himself for the duration of the 
day, she would be sure to never let him hear the last of it. There was a chance 
he could even make her cry again. 


Perhaps that would bring it all full circle, this wild and awkward few days, 
perhaps Bart was fated to have a sibling relationship that was all ‘just for show’, 
maybe it’s what he deserved for leading Lisa on. 


As the appointed hour came, Bart got dressed, long after Lisa departed, long 
after his father had headed off for work, and Bart ate his breakfast while his 
mother attended a slew of dirty dishes. 


“Mom? Can | ask you something?” Bart said. 
“Ask away sweetie-pie” said Marge. 


“When you and dad were in those parent-teacher meetings with Mom, my other 
Mom, Mrs. K anyway, did you ever get into some fights over who could raise me 
better? 


“Bart, in time you'll find a parent-teacher conference is really no different than 
having two parents quarrel. A mother always knows best, but a teacher has to 
have some say too as they are instilling in the children the building blocks of 
industry, we do our best to give you love, they do their best to give you the 
tools to craft that love into your dream occupation. Ultimately, it’s up to the 
child to determine what was best for them, nor Edna or |” 


“Are you going to sit down and talk to her at any point?” Bart asks. 


“As long as you’re attending her class, and those meetings go on, she remains a 
part of our lives” 


“And when that’s all over? When I’m older and moving up a grade?” Bart asked. 


“Then she can learn to see you through the eyes | see you with each and every 
day“ Marge admitted proudly. 


Bart was aghast. 


“You'd seriously put up with her? Just like that?” 


“Bart, when you played that romantic prank on her all those months ago, you 
not only exposed your true heart to us all, you opened hers too. | could see the 
vulnerability in those letters, this was a woman who thought so well of those 
who treated her right. You are one of those people Bart, deep down, you’re not 
as care-free as you let on. You’re very caring, loyal, and one of the best talkers” 


“| still feel so bad about that....the idea that she knew, and would rather put up 
with that humiliation than let me know it until it was appropriate to....” 


“Think of it like it were walking in on me while | shower” 
“You sure know how to ruin a childhood before it’s ever begun Mom” 


The dentists appointment came and went without any real incident...the surgeon 
had came down with a cold and had to take a rain check, so Marge drove Bart to 
the school at first prompting. 


While their conversation had brightened Bart’s mood, returning to school ‘earlier 
than billed’ had dampened it again. 


Bart stared at his infant sister Maggie beside him, she stared at him with a mix 
of trepidation and curiosity, as if she understood the conflict within him, or so 
Bart himself perceived. 


Once again, his mind on this matter see-sawed. 


“Mags, you needn’t worry about me and Lisa. We’re both too young for it, we’re 
gonna wait it out, see what happens, until then, we’ll still be the same ol’ 
brother and sister tandem we’ve always been, and we'll always make sure you'll 
be OK. You down with that?” 

Bart poked her belly, she let out a giggle. 


“You better go inside Bart, good luck at the prison, we’ll make sure to pick you 
and Lisa up at 7 pm sharp’ Marge said. 


Bart sighed and got out of the car. It sped off. 
Edna approached Bart, pointing to someone within visible distance. 


“Oh look, there’s Lisa....say hi to her Bart” 


“Mom, do you mind? I’m kinda uneasy right now” 


“Now there special guy, remember what you’ve been promising yourself. No 
funny business until you’re older” 


“I’m finding it’s easier to say than to do” 

“Monkey see, Monkey true” Edna continued. 

Bart could tell she was being a tease. 

“What does that even mean?” 

“Go ape, make a fuss, embarrass her a little, she’ll get a kick out of it in secret” 
“Oh man, you’re really enjoying this aren’t you?” Bart said. 


“I can’t help it son, it’s the habits I’ve picked up with you over the years. There’s 
always going to be a sense of supreme satisfaction over any tense situation you 
find yourself a part of. But, rest assured, as a loving mother, | promise to give 
you a hug and make it all better afterwards” 


Bart could tell Lisa was chatting away to a mixture of boys from his and her 
classes, many of them having heard the story of their rooftop reconciliation, the 
catalyst for how Bart presently felt about her, and what had compelled Lisa to 
lay her own feelings about him bare that night. 


They were all there, Milhouse, Nelson, Martin, and one other, one she was 
paying distinct attention to. 


Ralph Wiggum. 


All hanging on her every word as she prided herself on her loving sisterly duties 
that night. 


He realized just what the point of Edna’s game was now. 


To go ape, ballistic, to intervene in Lisa’s life as the overprotective brother 
turned boyfriend, to shield her from the repercussions that she likely knew were 
to come from this and all because he had chosen to ignore her this morning 
Just like him, his mind was no longer made up; he could tell she was trying to 
move all too quickly onto his advice from the day before...not only to wait, but 
to be happy. 

He thought his own mind had been trained to accept that. 

He was wrong. 


“Can | follow you home?” Ralph asked. 


Lisa didn’t seem all that offended by the request, knowing how backwards he 
was; she figured he intended to simply walk her back. 


“Would you like to?” she asked. Ralph nodded. 


“Well, we both to be somewhere today, but | promise, after it’s all settled, and 
since you asked so nicely, sure” Lisa promised, giving his nose a pinch. 


“Oh come on, he’s like the dumbest kid in your class, if you told him to drink 
from an oasis, he’d try quenching his thirst with the desert” 


“I’m sure he won’t want to go home once he’s flung in the padded rooms, he 
gets a lot of enjoyment bouncing off of them while sorting our his straightjacket 
accommodations” Edna commented, surprising Bart. 


“Wait, Ralph’s a part of the scared spitless programme too?” 


“His dad lets him participate in the programme every time, it’s his favourite ride” 
Edna revealed. 


As Lisa and Ralph walked back to class, Bart felt the weight of the anchor in his 
heart. 


“A week hasn’t gone by, yet | feel I’ve lived with this for years” 
“Do you want my opinion?” Edna asked, taking in a smoke. 


“That’s what folks are for | guess” Bart replied. 


“First of all, you’re letting all your problems down there live in here, rent free, 
time to start charging top dollar for the privilege, and if they don’t wanna pay, 
take off” 


“You can’t just evict feelings Mom” 
“You'll learn when they all abandon you next grade Bart” 


“Is that why you teach? To surround yourself with kids, to remind you of what 
you gave up on in me?” 


Edna dropped the cigarette and stamped it out under her heel. 
“Listen Mister, those kids of mine, you included, have the potential to be the 


brightest sparks I’ve ever ignited, | couldn’t be prouder of this class, don’t make 
me think less of you whenever | think of what’s in store for all of them” 


“If you think we’re all capable of such good, why give out bad advice?” 


“Well you need a mother of dubious morals if you’re to measure up for a stint in 
prison Bart” Edna said, now close to tears. 


Bart leaned in and gave her a hug, finally realizing the strain she was under. 


“You’re all so precious to me, you’re all | have in the world, and you, the boy so 
close to a man, you don’t know how close...and Lisa, whether she’s your sister, 
or something else, she needs to see that in you, | think she already does, | don’t 
care how long you have to wait, you make her understand every day Bart 
Simpson, you promise your mother, me, Marge, both of us, that you’ll make her 
see it in you” 


“I will Mom” Bart said. 


And for the first time since breakfast, his mind was made up. 


“Well, they’re coming to take me away, ha ha” said Bart, watching from the 
principal’s office as Otto pulled up the bus in front of the school and waited for 
the students hand-picked for the Scared Spitless programme to board. 


Principal Skinner was seated at his desk, fidgeting with a ‘Raul-ubix Cube’; a 
game where matching the colour coded lines would leave him with the image of 
screen actor Raul Julia. 


“Hey, | said the bus is here” said Bart, Skinner raised his hand, signifying he 
requested silence to complete his game. 


Bart wasn’t about to let Seymour his much yearned concentration. 


“Principal Skinner, | just want to ask...what would you have done if you were my 
dad?” Bart asked. 


Cutting his game short, Skinner got out of his chair and walked over to Bart. 


“Besides resign? Tough question, but one’s thing for certain, if | had a choice to 
pull you out of your education or to feed you to those caged animals like the 
Superintendent hopes, |’d pick expulsion every time, then educate you from 
home within full view of mother so she could witness me in all my glory” 


“Woah, Chalmers actually wants me k///ed?” Bart said. 


“The school board isn’t so hopelessly naive to believe you and your sister 
signing up for the programme this year is of selfless /ntent Simpson. We know 
about the letters, we know who your mother is. The jury’s still out on whether 
there was more to the story that Jimbo Jones told over thanksgiving. Heaven’s 
sake Bart, do you know what sort of scandal could be looming over the 
horizon?” Lisa’s our top student, we’ve been thinking of sending her to all kinds 
of high-standing universities. There is no way we can put a healthy spin on the 
idea she was involved in an incestuous entanglement with a brother who also 
happens to be one of our more unrulier students” 


“All Lisa’s guilty of being was my best friend. A friend I’ve been 
neglecting. Badly’ 


“It doesn’t matter Bart, blast it. Regardless of how you two may feel, incest 
within even adopted families is illegal is many states” 


“But surely it’s not worth getting me k///ed over?” 


“You've left quite a mark on this school Simpson, the board’s tired of checking 
to see how black it all is” 


“Just suppose, | find a way out of this, that | come back in one piece, should | be 
looking left, right, up, down, for anyone in the hallway brandishing knives 


besides Nelson and company?” 


“Attempting to kill you after an opportunity such as this passes by would only 
bring suspicion down upon the entire school. This window is rare" 


“You’re risking an awful lot just telling me upfront what the plans are” 
Skinner sighed. 


“That’s why | trust you to come up with a plan of your own Bart. For Edna’s sake. 
Ever since she found you, even going as back as that prank you pulled as 
Woodrow, her eyes have had the best twinkle I’ve ever set my own sights upon” 


Bart stepped out of the room and headed towards the bus. 
“You sure have a lot of sass Seymour” said Bart. 


“Figure out how to best approach your sister going forward Bart, she needs her 
head straightened...and prison won’t teach her anything but pa/n if something 
happens to you” 


"Oh please, it’s not like she’s capable of murder herself” 


As soon as all the other children, boys and girls, bordered the bus, they were 
handed their correctional outfits, junior sized jumpsuits to put on as soon as 
they entered the prison. 


“Halfway through the looking glass again Milhouse?” Lisa asked as the bus 
trundled along en route to the penitentiary, Nelson hoisting Milhouse by the 
backside, pushing his head out an open window. 


“Does it count this time?” Milhouse replied, “The windows are open, | can’t even 
see a reflection staring back at me” 


“We have more in common than you think, | can’t see my other half staring back 
at me either” Lisa said, pointing to Bart, whose back was turned. 


“Are you going to keep this act up a// day?” 
“This isn’t an act Lisa; | just need to figure out what | want while | wait” 


“And | need to know | can rely on you Bart. You told me before we boarded 
you’d made up your mind for good” 


“Look, this isn’t the best place to talk it over, let’s wait ‘till we’re back home” 


“Is it always going to like this with us? Everything bottled up behind closed 
doors? Unable to ever disclose how we feel publicly?” 


“If you value my life, pretty much” said Bart. 
“Then it’s no different than a prison” Lisa replied with a gloomy expression. Bart 
took a glance at the hurt reflected in her eyes; he felt a searing pain in his 


stomach. 


The bus passed through the prison gates and the kids were all led away toa 
place where they could change. After they were fitted with the appropriate 
attire, they were escorted by Chief Clancy Wiggum through the prison’s many 
looming corridors. 

Half way through their journey, Wiggum stopped to open a door to a padded 
cell, he gently nudged his son Ralph into it, where he was strapped up into a 
straight jacket. 

“Here you are Ralph, your favourite game” Clancy said. 

“Yay, I’m playing little Wiggle” 


“It’s never just a little’ Clancy said, and closed the door. 


“You sound relieved” Lisa observed. 


Clancy led the children out into the prison yard, where the assorted criminals 
were busy breaking rocks. 


“Now kids, as you all know, today one of your favourite entertainers is going to 
broadcast a special live on TV. If you want to be a part of this afternoon’s 
spectacular, you’re gonna have to work hard and earn it. If | catch any of you 
slacking off, you’ll be splitting potatoes while Krusty splits the lucky ones sides 
with laughter” 

“ll go as slow as | can. Never could rate that clown” Nelson replied. 


The kids were handed pickaxes and were put to work. 


As the hours ticked by, Lisa, and the twins Sherri and Terri watched Bart toil 
closely as they themselves contributed to the labour. 


“He’s so lost” she said. 

“How are you feeling Lisa?” asked Sherri. 
“Like none of us are in control” she admitted. 
Terri walked over to Bart. 


“Hey, we’ve been hearing things from the hall monitors at the school, about you 
and Lisa....is there proof?” she said. 


“What’s it to you?” Bart said, fully prepared for the end of his reputation. 

“Just hear me out, | know we tease you, but this is taking a big toll on your 
sister, everything she’s doing right now is in reaction to how you’re acting, we 
can tell. You have to be there for her. We’ll help out if we can” 

“Hey, no conferring” said Wiggum. 


“Gotta go; just...remember what | said OK?” Terri said, scuffing up Bart’s hair. 


“Try not to look so exhausted around Wiggum” Bart said, giving her a wink. “And 
thanks” 


The kids continued to break rocks, Bart wondering just how he could make 
himself feel better, but more to the point, figure out how to meet his father. 
Fate would swiftly deal him a beneficial hand in that regard. 


As exhaustion overtook him, Bart dropped his axe. It was swiftly picked up. 


“Thanks” he said, then looked up to find just who was handing him his tool 
back. 


A man with a curly red haired afro, large feet, a bigger and bruised ego 
And a face all too telling of cruel, murderous intent. 

The face of a killer. 

The face of Bart’s father. 


“Hello Bart” uttered Sideshow Bob, “A good thing I’m arming you with this, 
otherwise you would have left me quite the axe to grind” 


“Hi...dad” said Bart, his words cutting into Bob. 


“You mean to tell me you, Bart, were the litter | left behind? One | tortured 
precious Edna over after she no-showed my final day in court to protect her 
own self image and interests? How fitting. 


The apt header for a real rise and fall story. Krusty’s number one fan, the 
champion who delivered him from big foot, is tethered to the beast he slayed by 
blood” 


“Listen man, it can’t come out that you and | are related, it’ll crush Krusty 
completely, and my family, they don’t need to go through the humiliation 
either...1 have sisters...” 


“There’s something else isn’t there? | can see it reflected in your demeanour, 


you have the look reserved only for the downtrodden, the heartbroken...come 
now child, be honest with your father, are you going through a break up?” 


Lisa could stand back and watch no further. 


“Hey, Bob, leave my lov... mean, brother alone” she snapped, irate. 
“Lisa, don’t” said Bart, but it was too late. 


Many an onlooker would not have given this slip of a tongue a seconds worth of 
thought, but not Bob Terwilliger. 


He was far too driven by any measure of revenge for that, he had trained 
himself, as a comedian and a killer, to detect truth in loose lips. 


“Oh...oh no, oh this will not do at all Bart, will it? The Simpsons 
children...entwined in a sultry romantic entanglement. It needn’t matter if Bart 
was not born with Simpsons blood in his veins, such a cataclysmic scandal will 
be double the undoing for Krusty” 


“Surely they must be something you want from us that can make this go away?” 
Lisa replied. 


“There is nothing you can offer that will prevent this from seeping out into 
public record Simpson” insisted Bob. 


Bart pondered to himself, so much was on the line, and he had to think of his 
family. Homer, Edna and Marge, Lisa, Maggie, but especially Lisa. 


“Maybe under this particular condition then?” he offered. 

“Condition? Go on” Bob said. 

His mind was made up; he whispered his proposal in Bob’s ear. 

“Ok, Pll do it...and say what you have to when | give the signal” said Bob. 


Later, the kids, having worked their socks off, were treated to the Krusty prison 
special stationed in the cafeteria. 


Bart was seated between Nelson and Lisa. The twins Sherri and Terri took turns 
ruffling up his hair with their hands, annoying him. 


“Ok, it was cute earlier, but knock it off” 


He found Lisa up to the same trick. Much to the twins delight. 


A stunt double of Krusty somersaulted into the cafeteria, let off a smoke bomb, 
allowing the real Krusty to step through it. 


“Hey there kids” Krusty said, letting out his trademark giggle. 


“Wow, Krusty dressed for the occasion” Milhouse said as he Krusty passed his 
padded cell. 


“Actually kid, | was pulled over and detained for speeding on the way over here” 


“Looks like we have some familiar faces in the audience, it’s the young boy who 
helped clear my name not too long a while ago” Krusty yelled as he pointed out 
Bart Simpson. 


The kids and criminals applauded. Bart took a bow, he noticed Lisa clapping 
too. Sherri and Terri could be heard whispering about them. 


“So who’s gonna be your sideshow?” Bart asked. 


“Well someone in the prison had a name suggested to me, and if | find him I'll 
be the one committing murder. Wait, are we on? HEY HEY” 


The special went on, Krusty told jokes, some the kids got, some they didn’t, but 
were appreciated by the adult inmates. 


Finally, he reached the mid-way point of the special where he brought on his 
sidekick for the evening. 


“OK Kids and convicts, this is the part of the show where we welcome on my 
relief for the next thirty minutes, please be treated to the comedic timing and 
styling of our very old friend...Sideshow Bob!” 


Sideshow Bob took to the stage, he offered Krusty a handshake, Krusty accepted 
it, but surprised Bob with an electric shock from a hand buzzer attached to him. 


“Thank you Krusty for that stunning welcome, but | shall not let it pause me. Ah, 
that right there took me back, to the very middle of my story. When | left clown 
college | was in my twenties and benching 360, squats at max were 560, ten 
years later, | was an Adonis, but the terrible cost came with the weight pile, they 
were full of old rusted equipment at both places, all still serviceable. You were 
always doing full weights; there weren’t any machine except ones for leg curl. 


There were a couple of guys | hit the pile with and | could not hope to evade 
their savagery...” 


“Is this a joke or a rabble?” Lisa asked. 


Bart laughed whole heartedly at the diatribe, and his reaction was most 
infectious, before long, everyone joined in, giving Bob a euphoric roar of 
approval. 


In truth, they were all joining in ironically, but it didn’t matter, they weren’t 
going to deprive any child of the fun they could afford so sparingly now. 


After his long spiel about gym equipment had ended, with no punch line, Bob 
wrapped up his ‘set’. 


“If | hadn’t settled in at that gym, | wouldn’t have met my jaded jilting jezebel. | 
left her with a lasting legacy...| may never see him, but | hope if he is listening, 
it’s to tell me he laughed at my jokes, rather than at my expense” 


He nodded at Bart, the signal had been given. 
“If your kid was here Bob, he’d be real proud of you” 
Bob took a bow and promptly introduced the next act. 


“And now kids and crooks, we kick off intermission with a special half-time, but 
hopefully half-hearted, performance...please welcome...Whitney Houston” 


Just as he began to walk off stage, he tripped on some loose camera wire and he 
fell head first into a bowl of punch, leading to more rapturous laughter, this 
time without irony. 


Bart and Lisa got out of their seats. 
“You sure your dad will keep his word?” 


“Beats me, the guy’s a certified crackpot, with a thousand different ways of 
telling the same story and not sticking to it” 


“When | heard you say those words to him, | could hear every beat of your heart 
sink, that couldn’t have been easy” 


“Hey, I’d trade anything, pride, gum, top dollar, just so | don’t have to worry 
about you” 


Lisa gripped Bart tightly in an embrace, kissing his cheeks several times. 


Whitney walked up on stage, giggling at Bob’s misfortune as he got his head out 
of the punch bowl. 


“Careful you don’t drown there Bob” she said. 
Bob, eager to save some face, took the mic away from Whitney. 
“You have fun kids, you’ve earned it. Dance, dance like the devil demands it!” 


Whitney took that as her cue and belted out one of her signature hits, ‘/” Have 
Nothing’ 


Bart offered Lisa his hand. 

“Care to dance sis?” he asked. 

“For how long?” Lisa replied. 

“Forever!” Sherri and Terri said in unison from behind. 
“Good advice” said Bart. 


Reading between the lines and respecting the choice, Sherri and Terri partnered 
up with Nelson and Milhouse, taking turns with each partner to spice up the 
floor. 


As the kids partied, Bob watched on, eyeing Bart and Lisa’s body language like a 
hawk, there a story between them he was sure still needed to be told, but 
perhaps, for today it didn’t matter. 


He realised his son had no fear of tomorrow any longer; otherwise he’d have 
caved in back at the rock quarry. 


The boy had come of age this day, and the night was far younger than he was. 


Bart knew what he wanted, at last, he knew his own identity. 


He was a protector. 
Lisa was A/s responsibility. 


He would shield her, heal her, honour her, cherish her. For better or for worse, 
‘till death do they part. 


This truly would be the best year of their lives. 


For now their lives together had truly begun. 
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